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this novel is to "be written. A freer style than before—a little
more capricious and swinging.
I had to interrupt the work last week but one to do an article
of reminiscences for the Metropolitan and the Strand, and again
on Sunday to review Allan Monkhouse's new novel, " Dying
Fires ", for the Manchester Guardian. This last is a good book.
Also I have begun to order a new library of music, through
Sharpe, and the first noble batch of stuff came to-day. More
in a few days.
Tuesday, November igth.
Last week appeared in La Grande Revue the opening instalment
of Maurice Lanoire's translation of " Sacred and Profane Love ".
This is the first of my serious novels to appear in French. The
first serious story was " The Matador " in La Nouvelle Revue
Francaise in August.
To-day I heard from Pinker that he had bought back from
Constables their rights in " The Truth about an Author " for £40.
It was issued about ten years ago, and the financial result of
the English publication to me is thus, so far, a loss of at least £30.
A Conductor's Phrases in taking a Rehearsal
Must be all dubious.
I want a savage staccato.
Nice and limpid.
Nice and stormy.
Nice and gusty.
Nice and manifold.
Weep, Mr. Parker, weep.    (Mr. Parker weeps.)   That's jolly.
Press that " A " home.
Don't handicap the crescendo.
It's not a bee's wedding, it's something elemental.
Gentlemen of the first fiddles.
Try it slurred, a sort of dot and carry two.
Not a wind you can cut with a knife, you must come and die.
This echo is so teasing.
Sorry to tease you.
An intimate 'cello solo.
Sixth desk forward, please.   (Somebody in the  orchestra,
'Sign, please.')
Sigh and die.
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